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her temper, and dismissed their foible as a modern
affectation, on a par with the works of Mr, H. G.
Wells, whose novels, after one experience, she
would no longer consent to read. What, she
demanded, looking with affection at the Helleu,
was the use of artists, if not to make people more
beautiful than God had seen fit to make them? Did
Sebastian suppose that Gainsborough's ladies had
invariably possessed wavy hair and a perfect bust?
No, said Sebastian; and dared to say, that Van-
dyck's Cavaliers certainly came home after a wet
day's   hunting   with   their   love-locks   pitifully
straight and dank. But then, cried Lucy triumph-
antly, how much the greater artist was Vandyck,
in that he gave us his Cavaliers always perfectly
curled 1 No, said Sebastian again; how much more
interesting, how much more true, how much more
intimate, would be a portrait of Charles the First
taken off his guard, as he was revealed to no one
but to his hunting companions or his valet, before
he offered himself, again restored to his official
appearance. These arguments made Lucy cross,
and only on rare occasions was Sebastian unwise
enough to indulge in them. He knew that they
served only to expose the unbridgeable gulf be-
tween his own generation and his mother's. Truth
was a germ that should only surreptitiously be let
loose on an unvaccinated world. Then, it might
usefully breed, and kill.

Meanwhile, the pressure was too strong for him.
He could attack Helleu as a symbol, but he could
not shake himself wholly free.